n                WITHIN THE GATES
enters. She is pale and haggard, ant
vicious lines harden the look of hei
mouth. Her hair is white, but hei
Hack eyes are still undimmed by age
Her thin body is still upright, showing
that in her youth she was slim ant
vigorous, and her face still shelter,
traces of what were once very gooc
looks. Her boots, though polished, an
old and broken, and everything abou
her, though old and patched ant
shabby, is clean and neat. Constant
quiet drinking has made her a HttL
incoherent in her thoughts. In 0#<
hand she carries a small wreath of ret
poppies and laurel leaves, which has t
lunch of violets where the wreath I
tied together by a bow of black ribbon
She has heard the voice of the YOUNC
WHORE, and comes down to where th
girl is speaking, gripping her roughly fr
the arm as the YOUNG WHORE is abou
to go away from the BISHOP.)
OLD WOMAN (tO the YOUNG WHORE).  Putting
yourself again on the market for men, are you
Piling up money, and not a penny nor th<
thought of a penny for your lonely and suffer-
ing mother. (As the YOUNG WHORE tries tofm
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